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Begin Your 
Poster-Stamp 
Collection! 


The new fad—Poster-Stamp Collecting—is all the 


It is an educational delight with all the charm 


of novelty, and none of the frivolity attached to the 


craze. 


Old and young will find both knowledge and amuse-, 
ment in Poster-Stamp collecting because it opens an 


of instruction in art, printing, color and ad- 


vertising. 


Here is your opportunity to start a collection. 


12 LESLIE-JUDGE STAMPS . . 10c 
ADVERTISING STAMPS. . . 
40 (American and Foreign) 25c 


15 ADVERTISING STAMPS—A 5c 


(Rare Subjects) 


15 ADVERTISING STAMPS — B 5c 


(Rare Subjects 


15 ADVERTISING STAMPS —C 5c 


(Rare Subjects) 


oy es: * * Me 
9 Tee”: tc 
18 FLOWER STAMPS ... . 10c 
94 BIRD STAMPS. .... . 10c 
95 POULTRY STAMPS. .. . 10c 
12 ANIMAL STAMPS .. . . 10c 
18 INDIAN STAMPS. ... . 10c 
22 CLASSICS and KINGS STAMPS 10c 
18 SPORTS STAMPS. ... . 10c 


60 MOTION PICTURE FAVORITES 5c 


(10 sets of 6 each) 


1 STAMP ALBUM ..... 5c 


(834 x Il) 


Special Offers 


AY 3 Sets of the 10c Series. . . 5c 
Two Stamp Albums to hold all the 0c 


Motion Picture Series . . ‘ 


With each order for 25c or over we 1 5c 


will send the 25c Stamp Album for 


The Coupon is attached for your convenience 


Leslie-Judge Company 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


COUPON 
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| LESLIE-JUDGE COMPANY, 7 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York. | 
SED cnctbbectubdadecdesiestutseusqabeneeniedsennees 
| PE ncavccncdeuceponenbsvbdnnetesesoceebenssbnknneeusennesiens | 
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Another Token 


ESTERS have long played humorously 
upon the fact that baseball has caused 
domestic discord, although woman has not 
yet entered professionally 
into the game. The man 
of the house, delayed in 
homecoming by a determi- 
nation to see the last man 
retired in the final half of 
the ninth inning, almost in- 
variably finds a cold supper 
and a wife with a grouch. 

Turn about is fair play in everything. 
Woman is coming into what she insists is 
her own. She is achieving in a thousand 
directions, more or less, along lines that 
for ages man has regarded as exclusively 
his own. 

A woman in Pennsylvania, a new item 
records, has become so enamored of base- 
ball that she neglects her household duties, 
and her husband comes home and faces the 
task of getting his own supper. 

If the news agency that sends out this 
information is faithful to the news in- 
stinct, it will later record a sequel to this 
domestic episode. Really, it is more than 
an episode. It is a tragedy. 

Divorce, or at least separation, may 
follow this marital phenomenon, unless 
the man of the house, who seems to be 
an exception, also becomes interested in 
baseball and the couple enjoy the game 
together and take potluck at its conclu- 
sion. 

The most significant thing about this 
case, however, relates to woman’s new 
lines of achievement. How a woman can 
come to understand the intricacies of 
baseball to the point of neglect of her 
household should alarm mankind in the 





few directions woman has not yet seen fit . 


to take. 


Cheer Up 
W HEN hope dies out in the human heart 


and all is dark in grim and gray de- 
spair, remember that on to-morrow to- 
day will be yesterday, and that on the 
day after to-morrow to-day will have be- 
come the day before yesterday. 
Not only that, but on yesterday to-day 
was to-morrow and the day before yes- 





terday was yesterday, and on that same 
yesterday to-morrow was the day after 
to-morrow. 

When doubts assail and life seems 
scarcely worth the living, there is some- 
thing joyful in the faith that on the day 
after to-morrow to-day will be the day 
before yesterday and to-morrow will have 
faded into yesterday, while yesterday 
and the day before yesterday will be part 
of ancient history. Or, if you delve far- 
ther into the past, you will discover that 
on the day before yesterday yesterday 
was to-morrow and to-day was the day 
after to-morrow. 

After which a straitjacket and a padded 
cell ought to look mighty homelike. 
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Stork— Darn these duplex houses ! 


Progress 


ALTHOUGH everybody is more or less 

certain that progress is with us, no- 
body has invented a speedometer that will 
measure its velocity, and 
this opens the way for a 
vast divergence of opinion 
thereupon. 

We don’t even know the 
proper terms in which to 
express that velocity, 
whether in miles per hour, 
inches per century, per- 2-4 
centum per annum, foot 
pounds per week or kilowatts per capita. 
The more we think about it, the more 
it appears that what we don’t know about 
progress is appalling. 

When did progress first set in? How 
long has it been with us? Has it been 
continuous, sinuous orintermittent? Who 
first discovered it? With which point of 
the compass does it most nearly accord? 
And why? 

Before questions such as these, our most 
learned and megalocephalic academicians 
quail. Practically all we can positively 
postulate of progress is that it is the 
direction in which the human race is 
pleased to think itself moving. 





Brief Decisions 


E CANNOT credit the rumor that 

there is a great demand for Ameri- 

can mules abroad. It is our impression 

that Europe is already too long on stub- 

bornness to be justified in the importation 
of an extra supply. 


Imaginary naval engagements off the 
coast of Maine still continue. Prohibi- 
tion may serve to keep people from “‘see- 
ing things,’’ but it doesn’t seem to have 
any noticeably restraining influence upon 
the vagaries of the ear. 


Why not gather all the reservists of the 
various fighting nations who cannot get 
home to fight for their various father- 
lands and let them give a couple of grand 
exhibition fights at the Polo Grounds for 
the benefit of the Red Cross Society? It 
would be some drawing card along lines 
of Armageddonish vaudeville ! 
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PUZZLE: FIND 
WHAT IS MISSING 
FROM THIS 
PICTURE 


HAVING thrice rapped for order, 
without results, Mrs. Buncom- 
Squint, president of the Helpful Hen- 

s riettas, shrilled, ‘‘Ladies!’’ 
Whereupon they soft-pedaled 
from talk to whisper. 

“If Mrs. Gigglever will 
please stop talking,’’ said 
Madam President, ‘‘Mrs. Mar- 
rimore will read her paper, 
‘Which half of the team 
— should do all of the pulling? 
ay Or, Should Sal supply the love 

and Sam the liver and onions 
necessary to make home fragrant?’ ’’ 

“I can’t stop talking,’’ snickered 
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Mrs. Marrimore’s Medium 


By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 


case of a rainy day. A good fit and not 
so nice that I couldn’t enjoy myself for 
fear of spoiling him, I took great com- 
fort in him, of course. But he was not 
the pride of my heart, the object of my 
tender care. After wearing, I didn’t brush 
him with loving caresses, wrap him in 
tissue paper, and lay him away with a 
sachet bag of love upon his bosom.’’ A 
tear eloquent of her regrets splashed upon 
the reader’s paper. 






‘‘What a neat figure of speech!’’ 
whispered Mrs. Buncom-Squint. 
‘‘Neat?’’ simpered Mrs. Gigglever. 

‘‘Why, her plaquet is unhooked and 
her bustle is on one hip instead of her 
diaphragm.’’ 

‘*I kept his nose upon the grindstone,’’ 
continued Mrs. Marrimore, ‘‘until he had 
nothing left to talk through except his 
mouth. Oh, how thoughtlessly unkind 
that was! He was patriotically proud of 
his nasal twang. In many ways—such as 
neglecting to vote when he was a candi- 
date for dog catcher—I failed to show a 
proper wifely affection. So, when he 

passed away, I resolved to do better 





Mrs. Gigglever. ‘‘Somebody just 
wound me up and put on a four-min- 
ute record.’’ 

“‘Goodness!"’ ejaculated Mrs. 
Van Proon. ‘‘You’ve talked for 
thirty years without winding. What 
will you do now?”’ 

However, admonished by the 
glares of those around her, Mrs. Gig- 
g'ever did stop. The members were 
anxious to hear Mrs. Marrimore’s 
paper. They hoped that in it she 
would embody her personal experi- 
ences, and she had been married 
three times. 

“I realize now,’’ began Mrs. 
Marrimore, ‘‘that I didn’t love my 








next time.’’ 

‘*She doesn’t say how he passed, 
whether in a box or a boxcar, 
bound for Reno,’’ breathed Mrs. 
Waremtite. ‘‘And how did she 
know there would be a next time?”’ 

‘‘Maybe Number Two was waiting 
at the church,’’ gurgled Mrs. Gig- 
glever. 

‘‘My second,’’ sorrowfully pro- 
ceeded Mrs. Marrimore, ‘‘I loved too 
much. The only pet name he ever 
called me was ‘Old Sock’—I made 
him so comfortable. When he had 
the hives, I scratched his back. If 
he stayed at the club until two 
o’clock and came home with a breath 








first husband enough. I loved him 
as one would, say, a second-best 
gown. He was handy to have in 


** Never mind studyin’ the bill of fare, boss. 


STEW A LA POLYGLOT 


beef stew in seven different languages.’ 


All we've got is 


that caught fire when he tried to 
smoke, I swore that I loved ‘club 
stews.’ Instead of complaining be- 























































cause he ate garlic, I concealed a but- 
ton of it in my rat, in hopes that he 
would make some loverlike comment 
upon the fragrance of 
my hair. But’’- her 
voice trembled slightly 
—‘‘he didn’t.”’ 

‘*He must have been 
a kindhearted man,” 
murmured Mrs. Gig- 
glever, ‘‘or he’d have 
told her to take the rat 
out and bury it.”’ 

‘*Finding that neither too much love 
nor too little was advisable, when my 
second passed away’’—— 

‘*I wonder what she uses,’’ queried 
Mrs. Abie Lune, behind her hand; 
“*rough-on-rats or legal talent? If it 

















is safe, I’d like to have the recipe.’’ 
‘*—[ resolved to adopt a middle 
course with my third,’’ read Mrs. 
Marrimore. ‘‘I love him too much to 
permit him to wear ragged clothes, 
but not enough to patch them. I make 
him buy new ones. I do not care so little 
that I would suffer him to go hungry, yet 





FASILY WON 
Regeie—What a bully time vou have. 


(ONE) 


I wish sometimes I were you. 


Peggie—1 know someone who will make us one 


my affection is not sufficient to stand the 
strain of cooking pig knuckles and sauer- 
kraut for him. I feed him on the things 
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CIRCUMSTANTIAL EVIDENCE 


*‘ Ah! Susanna at the bath ! 





I wonder where she could be hidden ? 





I like. I am not so indifferent that I’d 
refuse to kiss him, nor so foolishly fond 
that I seek to caress him when he looks 
as though he could bite nails.”’ 

The reader stopped and gazed sadly at 
her auditors. 

‘“‘How does it work?’’ eagerly asked 
Mrs. Buncom-Squint. 

“*It doesn’t work at all.’’ Mrs. Marri- 
more dropped her paper and took refuge 
in her handkerchief. ‘‘My first was happy 
slaving for me, my second seemed con- 
tented to have me slave for him, but my 
third’’—she wept—‘‘ growls all the time.”’ 
- “*And what is your deduction?’’ in- 
quired Madam President, looking at her 
watch. 

“‘That singleness is bliss and matri- 
mony a blister,’’ answered Mrs. Marri- 
more tearfully. 

‘‘Humph!”’ sniffed Miss Hazel Hungre- 
hart. ‘‘You’re overfed on _ husbands, 
that’s all. Why don’t you back away 
from the table and give others a chance?” 


The Goat's Dream 


I DREAM of gates left open, 
And yards where one can see 
Long lines, with which they’re ropen, 
Stretching from tree to tree; 
And there—it is too clever !— 
I feast without endeavor, 
Plucking the fruit, unsoapen, 
Some lady left for me. 


First comes a dainty scallop, 
Then frills of lace and lawn; 
And then a gown—a wallop 
Of Swiss with ribbon drawn. 
To dream of such! then, waking, 
Find here an empty aching, 
Or, in the yard, some ‘‘doll’’ up 
Gathering the goods at dawn! 


—Madison Cawein, 
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“1 SAT THERE VERY SILENT AND FELT MYSELF TO BE THE MEANEST PIG THAT EVER LIVED” 


uw -% 


By SUE 


From 


BRUSSELS, BELGIUM. 
HELLO, U! Where was I when last I wrote? In Ostend, 
wasn’t 1? Well, I’ve quit. The crowds were too utterly 
utter to utter; holiday folks, you know, horrid tough, like 
Coney on the Fourth 


LE (not that I ever was 
anithiies in U.S. A. on the 
eso Fourth) or other 
i \ quite little places 
Wy like that! Anyway, 


I felt I wanted a 
change, so I packed 
my little pi-jars, 
my toothbrush, a 
spare hairpin and a 
few whatnots, and 
here | am in Brus 
sels for... as 
long as Brussels’|l 
stand for me. 

My, but this lit- 
0 tle city is a peach! 
“Y\\ Just like a baby 
ag NS Paris, only homelier 
and so cheap that 
v it’s almost like liv- 
ing behind a free- 
lunch counter. It’s 
the sort of village 
to visit when you’re 
married incognito 
and traveling morganatically, if you know what I mean (though 
if you do, I’m sure you didn’t oughter). 

I started out to be here all on my little lonesome. The 
Boys-who-are-so-very-nearly-related have been getting on my 
nerves, so I packed a bag the other morning and eame away 
without sending a paragraph to the papers about it. Then, 
bang! right away, almost before the train pulled out of the 
station, | made friends with a Complete Stranger. Such a nice 
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" 80 I PACKED MY LITTLE PI-JARS, MY TOOTH- 
BRUSH, ETC.” 


ope t o U 


LZANNAH 


boy! American, and looked it every inch of him, from his 

nice, funny little parsonish felt hat with the roly-poly brim to 

the hard-boiled-egg tips of his yellow (but properly mellowed 

by age) shoes. He was awfully sweet, even if he did wear a 

strap instead of suspenders. It isn’t thac I’m particularly de- 

voted to suspenders, but a strap always makes me feel nervous 
it looks so kind of insecure! 

I made friends with the Complete Stranger because of my 
kind heart really. I felt so sorry for him. There wasn’t a 
soul on the train as far as I could see—which was about the 
length of the car—who could speak English, and there was that 
nice boy trying to arrange for his dining-car seat with an utter 
idiot of a wagon-restaurant employe (these look quite Englishy 
words, but if you pronounce ’em properly, they’re French, all 
right). 

Well, I went to the rescue; strangers-in-a-strange-land sort 
of business, good old Anglo-Saxon friendship and all the rest 
of it, and in less than no time the Complete Stranger had 
crawled under my wing and had hailed me asa long-lost cousin. 
You see, he turned out to be a Nearly Related, after all. 

He told me that he was in a shoe store at St. Louis, Mo., 
and that he’d saved up for three years for this trip. I said I 








‘WE HAD A FINE LUNCH BREAKFAST” 
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“THERE SHE GOES, THERE SHE GOES, ALL DRESSED UP IN HER SUNDAY CLOTHES!” 


was from No-Girl’s Land, and that I’d made up my mind to 
mine in exactly five minutes, when I got the sack from my mis- 
tress because the master tried to kiss me. You see, I thought 
it would be such fun to be a lady’s maid out of 
a job that I couldn’t resist it, and my traveling 
things are so nice and simple he didn’t tumble to 
the fib for even a second. 

Right away that Complete Stranger of a nice 
boy crawled from under my wing and took me under 
his. When we got to Brussels, he ran around and 
took care of me, while I did the talking. He 
looked grim and severe and this-lady-is-in-my-charge 
about the jaw and sort of tickled-to-death about the 
Then I took him to the hotel 1 recommended to him, and 





eyes! 
then he saw me back to mine, and then we parted, with an ap- 


pointment for the morrow. Now, of course, what I ought to 
have done was to have immediately changed my address; but 
the Complete Stranger was such a dear Jad that I really hadn’t 
the heart to leave him on his lonely all next day, which was a 
Sunday. What I did do was to rout out my plainest gown and 
knot a piece of ribbon where usually a something-dollar aigrette 
sprouts on a simple hat, and at nine o’clock there was I, at the 
corner of the street, shaking hands with the C. S. and tucking 
the posy he brought me into my belt. 

We bought currant bread and rolls stuffed with ham and a 
bottle of mineral water and started for the Bois de la Cambre, 
which is as get-at-able as is the Central Park in New York, 
only the Bois stretches for miles and miles and miles and is as 
old as the hills and the sky above. We walked as far as we 
thought we would. We sat under the calm old trees and dodged 
the sun spots shifting through the leaves, and we had a fine 
lunch-breakfast! He told me how much he earned and what his 
prospects were, and . . . J changed the conversation and said, 
‘**Let’s be getting,’’ and we getted. 

We fed the ducks in the ponds and went rowing on the lake. 


Later we foraged for more food, and before I even realized the 
day had properly started, it was improperly finishing. The 
shadows lay long and quivery on the ground where they had 
been stumpy and sharp-defined before, the birds were quite un- 
seemly with their twittering rowdiness, the sun was no longer 
a dazzling glory, but a glorious dazzlement of crimson and gold, 
and the wonderful blue sky became more wondrous still as it 
ran into misty mauves, purple-tinted to the horizon; and the 
C. S. Boy, bare-headed and bare-armed as he slowly sculled the 
boat along, became a splendid young golden god as the beams 
of the setting sun touched his hair with a coppery glow... . it 
was then, of course, that we ran into the bank! 

I ought, I suppose, to have been very angry; but, after all, 
I’d been asking for it. He grabbed for my hand . . . and got 
it! He wondered what the matter would be with our getting 
married and going back to the States for our honeymoon! He 
wondered many other things, too, and while he was saying all 
his wonderings out loud, I sat there very silent and felt myself 
to be the meanest pig that ever was. He told me that—oh, 
well, never mind what; but I almost wished I was a real lady's 
maid, instead of being a stupid pen pusher with shekels enough 
to have a maid of her own, and I thought to myself, supposing 
I do say ‘‘Yes.’" But, of course, that think didn’t come to stay. 
I said I’d pender over it and write him in the morning, and 
thereupon we parted! Oh, U, my dear, how curious you are! 

. well, yes, I did let him have ‘‘one’’ on account! 

Next morning, however, I changed my address. 

Wait; it’s not finished! Last night I dined with the Smythe- 
Johns, on the Avenue Louise, and there who d’you think I met? 
Why, young Mr. Brickfellermelad and his young wife, who are 
over for a vacation! Yes, he was my Complete Stranger! 

What J want to know is, ‘‘Who felt the biggest fool?’’ I 
think I felt it, but what I do know is that he looked it. 

Quite a sad story when you come to think of it, U know! 

Poor Sue Zannah! 
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HINGS forevermore remind us that this world’s a world of 
grief, and no optimist can blind us to the fact that joy is 
brief. We are to the future looking for a glad and joyous day, 
and the future’s busy cooking all the joy that comes that way. 
Man goes forth and weds a maiden, and he thinks he’s cor- 
nered bliss; all the world becomes an Aiden, and this life just 
one big kiss. When the honeymoon is ended, and his appetite 
returns, life to him seems much less splendid—for his boarding 
house he yearns. For his bride, with all her talents, never 
learned to broil a steak, which destroys his mental balance— 
and the coffee she can make! He who always loved good feed- 
ing now must gnaw the concrete bread, and the gallant heart is 
bleeding that was.glad when he was wed. 
And the young bride has a sorrow gnawing at her 


has run its course, and we find them, sick, disgusted, playing 
for a quick divorce. 

It is sinful to depress you, confident and hopeful youth; may 
all happiness possess you—but we still must tell the truth! 


Egg View Notes 


VERY time Bill Waite, our grocer, gets half through greasing 
his wagon, somebody comes along after a postage stamp. 
Ote Gimber carries his head high these days, as there is a 

new baby at his place and a large boil on his neck. 

Shaves at Erny Neff’s barber shop advance Saturday to fifteen 
cents each. He looks for a big rush until then. 

Some bicycle concern in the East must have taken a liking 
to Witt Larcom, by mail, as he has received from them a list 
of special strictly confidential prices for him only. 

It is being reported all over here lately that Milt Shirks has 
learned, through Nell, his wife, and Cretia Quidd, that Cy- 
lindra Berger would paint the hitching post in front of her 
place to match the color of Corny Paine's horse, if she could 


make a regular caller out of him. —Leslie Van Every. 


Peace Hath Its Victories 


FOR INSTANCE, when your neighbor’s seed-devouring chick- 

ens are laid up with the pip; when the suit you have just 
brought meets with wife’s approval; when the boss is pinched 
for speeding in his ninety-candlepower machine; when the 
commuting bookkeeper’s garden he’s bragged so much about is 
totally annihilated by a friendly hailstorm; when the piratical 
plumber burns his fingers; when the tyrannical cook is caught 
in a rainstorm on her afternoon out; when the umpire is hit 
on the shins by a foul tip and dances an agonized can-can 
around the home plate; when the beezer who stands on your 
feet in the car has his hat knocked off by a sudden lurch and the 
conductor steps on it; when the big tomcat who enlivens your 
evenings with his vocal concert intercepts with his tender 
pink nose the potato you have just hurled from the bedroom 
window—ah me! they come not often in a man’s natural span! 


Astronomy vs. Art 


Professor—Has anything ever been discovered on Venus? 
Student —No, sir, there has not, if the pictures are correct. 





inmost heart; yesterday, to-day, to-morrow she can feel 
its endless smart. For her husband, when he misses 
stew or steak or poultry fruit, doesn’t seem to care 
for kisses as a proper substitute. She has even seen 
him frowning as he ate the glacial pie, and her soul in 
woe is drowning, and she heaves a gasping sigh. 

Ah, this scene, so grim and tragic, may be seen each 
passing day; for the wedding morning’s magic soon, 
full soon is passed away, if the bride can’t make a salad 
of two prunes and seven pears, and the husband has a 
valid reason for the face he wears. 

And the bride, on that bright morning when her 
orange wreath is new, sees of storm no hint or warning; 
all the skies are fair and blue. No forecast of clouds 
or thunder to her loving heart can reach, for her hus- 
band is a wonder, just as sure as she’s a peach. But 
she finds, when she's been married for six weeks or 
maybe less, and her bridal wreath she’s carried to the 
attic in distress, that the man who was a spender in 
the courting days so fine and who blew himself in splen- 
dor, just as though he owned a mine, is as tight as any 














miser, and he grumbles every time she, his beauteous 
Ann Elizer, asks him for a measly dime. 
Thus their golden dreams are busted, soon their love 








Ethel—Gladys Smith’s face always reminds me of a delicately tinted china cup. 
Brother Tom—Yes ; it’s a beautiful mug. 
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AUNTIE 


HEY had destroyed all the local tra- 

ditions and run counter to the many 

examples of summer love making about 
them. 

The great hotel had been steadily 
thronged with an ever-changing vacation 
crowd, in which as steadily there had ap- 
peared and disappeared a larger number of sentimental young 
persons than usual. These young persons had followed the tra- 
ditions of summer love making to the letter. 

Young men who tarried long each made love to successive 
girls with joyous zest, and girls in like circumstances caught 
short sojourners in their nets, and all were merry. There is a 
science in summer philandering that leaves few regrets. 

This single couple, both guests for a long period, alone were 
in dead earnest. They were not so young as some others, nor 
were they old enough to look askance at Cupid. They illus- 
trated conviction and exemplary constancy. They made love 
with a happy disregard for their environment, and observers 
all became prophets. A man and a woman as hard hit as they 
were surely would marry. Even the clerks of the hotel, who 
are wise to most things, and one of whom had whispered that 
she was a widow, looked with admiration upon this pair’s devo- 
tion and joined the prophetic. Other infatuations might dis- 
sipate. This case was settled beyond a peradventure. 

“‘Well, Clarice, I am going at last,’’ said he one morning, 
as his trunks were being conveyed to his motor. It was early, 
but she had come down to see him off, apparently having been 
apprised of his purpose the night before. They both looked 
serious. 

“*Isn’t it a shame, Clarence? I so wish you could stay an- 
other week!’’ During all the period they had called each other 
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The Philanders 


By J. A. WALDRON 
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‘© only by their first names. ‘‘Of course 
you will write daily until I leave here. 
And when shall we meet again?’’ 

‘Oh, I shall be too busy to write,’’ he 
said. ‘‘I have had my holiday.’’ Noting 
her agitation, he seemed to regret his 
abruptness. 

‘‘But another meeting. Surely that can happen!’’ There 
seemed to be tears in her eyes. There were tears in her voice. 

‘“‘Hardly. I am to blame, Clarice. I should have told you 
I am engaged. The woman I am to marry arrived yesterday 
from Europe. I go to meet her.’’ He looked guiltily at her 
and became the paler of the two. 

‘*And you kept this from me!’’ 

*‘I hope—I hope you’ll forgive me, Clarice, and that there 
will be no embarrassing complication.’’ His aspect was ap- 
pealing and a bit apprehensive. 

‘‘Well, it doesn’t really matter so much,’’ she responded, 
her face suddenly brightening. ‘‘I join my husband to-morrow 
for his holiday.’’ 


How It Started 


Ninnycus— Wonder who originated that saying, ‘‘Busy as a 
hen with one chicken’’? 

Cynicus—Somebody, probably, who had observed the activity 
of a hen with one chicken just ready for the matrimonial market. 


Sized Up 


Mrs. Crawford—What makes you think that she knows her 
husband thoroughly? 

Mrs. Crabshaw—Because she can tell exactly how much 
money to take out of his pocket without his missing it. 











From a Jester’s Notebook 








Justification 
HEY call me a flirt, all because—so 
they say— 
I wink at each maiden that crosses my 
way; 


But how in the dickens, 
. however he try, 

". Can a chap help a wink 
with a girl in his eye? 


x: 
iim The doctors are suggest- 
. _¢ ing that, inasmuch as there 
% are microbes in the kiss, 
< lovers should hereafter rub 
noses when they meet. 
Well, we are willing to try it; but every 
nose should be provided with an emer- 
gency brake as a safeguard against skid- 
ding, just the same. 


The humaner classes of people all the 
world over are advocating the abolition 
of the gallows, the guillotine and the 
electric chair. As a substitute, why 
would it not be a good idea to tickle 
criminals to death? 


Bildad says that, after listening to the 
arguments of some suffragettes, he is 
convinced that the movement is designed 
for no other purpose than to turna proper 
goose into a propaganda. We have ad- 
vised him to send his wise observation to 
the editor of some British humorous pub- 
lication, where epigrams of that peculiar 
kind are most appreciated. 






















Speaking of the high cost of living, 
some people’s idea of economy seems to 
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HATED RIVALS 


be to run a sixty-horsepower touring car 
in order to save trolley fares. 


There is one thing, saith the philoso. 
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pher Epicuremus, that all men should re- 
member, my son, and that is that there 
is nothing green about the average grass- 
widow, and she is so called because she 
makes her hay while the sun shineth and 
is unadorned with weeds. 


Some women discover after marriage 
that it takes more than a short stick with 
a small head to make a good match. 


The Old-fashioned S$ 
Sort of like those letters queer 
Printers used in days of yore. 
Kind of fills me up with cheer, 
As I sit and look them o’er. 
Take the ‘‘f’’s they used for ‘‘s’’— 
Don't you see it makes the ‘‘sun’’ 
Look like nothing more nor less 
Than a glorious bit of ‘‘fun’’? 
Yes—the ‘‘fun’’ that I am after 
Fills the world with light and laughter. 


—Horace Dodd Gaatit 


Never Knew the Difference 


Smith—H. Peck went ona silence strike 
the other day, but it did no good. 

Thomas—Why not? 

Smith—Mrs. H. Peck wouldn’t stop 
talking long enough to notice it. 


After the War 


‘Is this a cubist painting?’’ 
*‘No; it’s the map of Europe.’”’ 





i= 
e 


d 


fe 


op 








ae iy, [Wh Wy 


A COMPLAINT 





Lady with toothpick—Ain’t it awful the way these swell restaurants is gettin’ overrun by them awful hoi polloi? 
It’s gettin’ so you don’t meet no really refined people no more. 


More Convenient 


HEY were having a talk around the 
village store about the new railroad 
station. The town had grown up a mile 
or so from the railroad, 
and the new building was 
to be a sightly one. It 
seemed too bad it couldn’t 
be placed in the town. 


Her Apprenticeship 


Tall blonde—Gerty Giddygad’s coiffure 
is the envy of every girl in the store. I 
wonder where she learned to make a knot 
like that. 

Short brunette—Before she came here, 
she was chief pretzel tier in a wholesale 
bakery. 


Fashionable Penmanship 


‘‘Looks like a futile transaction all 
round.’”’ 

‘What are you kicking about now?’’ 

‘‘This fad for large handwriting. My 
daughter got a box of expensive paper 
from a young man and used it all up writ- 
ing him a note of thanks.’’ 





When the talk died 
-~¥ down an instant, an old 
! y' farmer got up, and, 
« slipping his quid to 
the other side of his 
mouth, drawled, 
‘‘Wa-al, friends, it’s jest this way. 
I’ve allus heard it said that the daypo 
should be alongside the railroad.’’ 


A Cherub 


“I do admire your husband, Nun! 

He seems to me a heavenly man!”’ 
“True; but that’s scarcely an excuse 
For being of no earthly use.’’ 


Hadn't Used One 


Uncle Ezra—Eph Hoskins must have 
had some time down in New York. 

Uncle Eben—Yep. Reckon he trav- 
eled a mighty swift pace. Eph's wife 
said that when Eph got back and went 
into his room, he looked at the bed, 
kicked it, and said, ‘‘What’s that durn 
thing for?’’ 





Unnecessary Query 











Customer— How are your salted alm- 
onds? Fresh? 
Clerk—No’m; salted. 








The sensitive young man going West should provide himself with a wardrobe which will not render him 


conspicuous in his new surroundings 
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GERMAN SILVER SPOONS 


The Fiances of Prue 
By JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
HE PROMISED Sid, she 
promised Ned, 
She promised Sam and 
Jim; 
She promised Harry, 
Tom and Ted, 
Each one she’d marry 
him. 
She promised Marma- 
duke and Bi!l; 
She promised George 
and Paul, 
She’d wed him with a right good will 
When came the days of fall. 





The happy swains in ecstasy, 
When each the truth he knew, 
Got up a Prudence Company 
To see the matter through; 
And ’stead of an engagement ring 
These heroes of my rhymes 
Gave her of whom my verses sing 
A set of golden chimes— 


Which rung for each, and rung 
for all, 
Against the coming of the fall. 


Biography of the Average Man 


N THE life of the average man, there 
are two dates worthy of being re- 
corded. One is written with brown ink 
in the family Bible. The other will one 
day be carved on a white slab in a ceme- 
tery. In all the space between, one day 
is as another, except that some days he 
has pie for dinner. One night is as an- 
other, except that some nights he has the 
toothache. 
The average man has measles, mumps, 
a method and a mother-in-law. The aver- 
age man has a book to read or a game to 
play and baby hands to soil his collar. 
For the average man, life’s account of 
joys and sorrows balances at the end. 


The average man is never a pouter pigeon 
because of great achievements, never a 
plucked peacock because of deadening 
disappointments. 

The average man comes into the world 
with nothing and goes out with the same 
or less. He is too busy to be dissatisfied, 
for he has his work to do and his ease to 
take. He fights (when he can’t help it) 
and makes love (when he can). 

So he builds history, which is a com- 
posite of biographies. At least Carlyle 
says it is, and disputing the word of that 
crabbed old uncle of humanity has never 
been a particularly safe occupation. Thus 
the story of the world, its work and its 
wars, is the biography of the average 
man. The life of the super-average man, 
commonly called a genius, merely fur- 
nishes a spotlight hero about whom the 
historical romancer may weave his tale. 


—Dixon Merritt. 


Her Lack of Reverence 


«s AND so the Senator shook hands with 
the waitress with all his stately 
courtesy ?’’ 

“‘Yep,’’ replied the landlord of the 
Pruntytown tavern. ‘‘And she asked me 
if I reckoned the old fool thought he could 
make a mash on her.”’ 


Sure 
‘‘That barn door’s nearly off its hinge,’ 
Yawned lazy Tommy Young. 
‘*We’ll let it fall and kill some one, 
And then it will be hung.’’ 


—Margaret G 


Overheard 


‘*Tinker has placed an old railroad sign, 
‘Stop, look and listen!’ at the entrance 
to his driveway.’’ 

**What’s the idea?’’ 

‘**His wife is running the touring car.’’ 


Hays 
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THE REINCARNATION OF GULLIVER 
A rare specimen, methinks !’’ 


** Marry! 





How Cophetua Kept It Out of the Papers 


KING COPHETUA was one of those 

antique bores whose fame has come 
to us in a historic spotlight as a regular 
professional hero, when it 
was only by the most 
skillful sidestepping that 
he succeeded in escaping 
the reporters and the big 
headings that would have 
left his reputation sadly 
below zero. 

Like the men about 
town of his time, he was 
prone to go about in disguise, wearing a 
makeup suggesting that he hailed from 
the rug district of climes Oriental; un- 
armed, simple, courageous and unafraid, 
but attended at a short distance by a group 
of expert gunmen trailing along in a 
manner supposed to be quite accidental. 

The Beggar Maid, so called, was a fas- 
cinating barefoot dancer, who, although 
picturesquely ragged during her act, wore 
a thumb ring and a monocle and was 
generally conceded (off) to be a snappy 
little dresser. His majesty, in one of his 
softer moods, sent her an orchid or two; 
in fact, the bathtub was full of them, and 
she mistook his platonic regard for the 





real thing, being a particularly 
unfortunate guesser. 

A brother of hers—at least, 
he said he was—who had trained 
with Corbett, visited the castle 
and had a swift, decisive in- 
terview with the King, which 
resulted in quick and immediate 
action. The marriage banns 
were called from the battle- 
ments, together with the infor- 
mation that the unfounded 
rumors that the bride-to-be 
would give up her profession 
demanded emphatic and wide- 
spread retraction. 

When she ascended the 
throne, she was so heavily 
laden with gems that by young 
pages on either side she had to 
be assisted. It was then that 
Cophetua made his memorable 
and stagy speech, and raising 
her jeweled hand, bent his head 
neatly and kissed it. 

And thundering down through 
the years comes the hero talk; 
fine press agent work, of course, 
with no mere details its influ- 




















AN IMPROVEMENT 


Viurtel—Katherine thinks her alimony an improvement over her husband. 


Gladys—That's natural. It comes in regularly, and doesn’t smoke or swear, 
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SEEING AMERICA, A.D. 1950 


Guide (from observation tower of New York 
skyscraper) —Through the cloud rift on our left 
may be seen Pike’s Peak and the city of Denver. 


ence to hamper, for it has become a 
fad with our millionaires to marry 
lively, deserving girls, who thither 
and yon in the glare of the footlights 
scamper. 

So history romance and plain lies 
even at all times accomplish good in 
their occult, mysterious blending; but 
again, it may have been big brother’s 
punch that kept a scandal out of the 
papers and brought it all to such a hap- 
py and popular ending. 

—Kate Masterson. 
On Display 
O44 FAR be it from me to say of 


the ladies 
That aught they may wear—or may 
not—could be shocking; 
But this [ have noticed: the tighter a 
skirt is, 
The longer its slash and the louder the 
stocking. 


Metamorphose 

Guest (departing)—You had better 
get a horse to take away the bed in 
my room. 

Clerk—Why, what can have hap- 
pened to it? 

Guest—Well, during the night it be- 
came a little buggy. 
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Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
Roosters and Rights 

A PHILADELPHIA paper suggests that 

feminists ought to be gratified by the 
policy of the administration, since a warn- 
ing bulletin from the Agricultural Depart- 
ment advises all owners of fowls to destroy 
roosters between May Ist and December 
Ist, on the ground that they are useless 
and consume more than they are worth. 
Again is brought to the front the idea 
that women who are advanced would like 
to destroy the male, to confiscate his 
rights and duties, to grab his ad- 
vantages and privileges and elim- 
inate him in every way from the 
scene. Of course woman has no 
‘ nobility in her makeup and so 
cannot cherish the thought of 
sharing with man the good things 
on this mundane sphere; but 
really fiendish though she is, 
wouldn’t it be better sport for 
her to run side by side with man 
in the political race than to 
leave him in a corner, limp and 
gasping after a knockout blow, 
too far gone to even glare at her 
enfranchised efforts? 


On the Job 

HE National Housewives’ 
League has asked its mem- 
bers through the United States to 
investigate the prices of food- 
stuffs in their cities from every angle, 
and if they rise, to report the matter to 
the national executive committee. Thus 
do women sordidly restrain the wily mer- 
chant from taking advantage of the times 
to add to his coffers gold lured from the 

unwary by the plea of dire necessity. 


Extract from “ The Antiquary ” 


A weekly journal edited and published by real ladies and op- 
posed to female enfranchisement 


DEAR EDITOR—Bubbling with indig- 

nation, seething with sorrow and 
humped with horror, I snatch up my pen 
to ask you this momentous question, Why 
didn’t women prevent the European war? 
Haven’t females all over this glorious 
globe, in the Land of the Stein and the 
Realm of the Pate as in that of the Stars 
and Stripes, that sacred possession and 
power, indirect influence? Could they 
not have used it hurriedly and heroically? 
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Why did not the twenty million foreign 
women place their forty million arms 
abc... the twenty million necks of the 
fighters girding themselves for the fray 
and in the liquid accents of love entreat 
them to desist? They could of, as the 
poet says, but they refrained. And now 
they are to blame for bloody bludgeons. 
Isn’t it strange that they have been to 
blame for everything since Eve ate the 
apple? But not only are the rank and 
file of womanhood culpable, but what 
about the suffragists? Were not some of 
their best leaders abroad? Did they do 





THE KIND OF SERVICE THE FAMILY NEEDS 


anything but flee, mute and mutinous, to 
their native shores? No. What further 
proof do we need that woman is unfit for 
political rights when she won’t stop such 
little things as scraps among men? But 
although I am enraged that the war was 
not prevented, I now ask with increased 
ferocity, Why do they not even now stop 
it? All they have to do is to unite in one 
vast company, millions strong, and march- 
ing bravely to the front, weep so copi- 
ously that army after army will drown in 
the floods flowing from their orbs. And 
yet, simple as the remedy is, I know right 
well they will not attempt it. Women 
are, as your fearless and sane paper so 
often states, good for next to nothing. 
Keep up the good work of criticism, cor- 
rection and crushing. Alas, they need it! 
Your constant reader, 
INDIGNANT IDA. 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
Hew STRANGE that the North Da- 
kota liquor dealers should put up 
their own candidates for Governor and 
Lieutenant-Governor, pledged to work 
against woman suffrage, when the East- 
ern antis have been telling the weary 
world for the past year that there was a 
direct alliance between the suffragists 
and the liquor interests! The opponents 
should all get together and not work at 
cross purposes. 

A ‘‘mere man’”’ complains in a 
Chicago paper that ‘‘men have 
dwindled in importance in the 
eyes of women.’’ Don’t worry! 
They are just as important as 
ever in their own eyes. 


Colonel Henry Watterson de- 
clares that he has ‘‘ written more 
times and at greater length 
against woman suffrage than any 
other editor.’’ Maybe he has, 
and maybe that is the reason it 
is making such rapid progress in 
his own State. 


cs 


‘‘For six thousand years men 
have been trying to run the 
world,’’ said Speaker Clark, 
‘‘and some people think they have 
made a bad mess of it.’’ If it 
had been for only that brief space 
of time, women might be willing to let 
them keep on trying awhile longer. 


Votes for Women says the peers, when 
they argued against woman suffrage, 
should have been clothed in skins, with 
feathers in their hair, and Lord Curzon, 
when he moved the rejection of the bill, 
should have begun by dancing around the 
woolsack and singing an incantation. We 
must protest against this libel on the 
American Indian; he would scorn to take 
an Englishman’s attitude against the 
rights of women. 


Vice-President Marshall can’t do any- 
thing for woman suffrage because his 
wife doesn’t believe in it. That might 
be a sufficient excuse for Mr. Marshall as 
an individual, but it is rather thin for the 
Vice-President of the United States. 














On the Corner 

“Mit Alltok itt egész nap ebben az driilt héségben?"’ 

“Nem értesz hozza! Mi fizikuseok vagyunk és az 
Atlatsz6 testek problémajaval foglalkozunk.” 

‘*Why do you stand around like this all 
day in this awful heat?’’ 

*“*You can’t understand that. We are 
scientists and are studying the problem 
of diaphanous bodies.’’—Borsszem Janko 
(Budapest). 
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Birthday Secrets 


“Mein Mann wird furchtbar iiberrascht sein, was 
ich alles von ihm bekomme!”’ 


‘Hubby will be quite surprised to see 
what a lot he is giving me.’’—Jugend 
(Munich). 


Retaliation 


Un Elegant—Ditemi: o’che tutti clowns sono ob- 
bligati ad avere una faccia stupida come la vostra? 

Clown—Certo, mio bel sixnore. Cne se io avessi 
naturalmente una faccia come la vostra, il direttore 
m'avrebbe a pagare due voite tanto, 


An elegant—Will you tell me if all the 
clowns are obliged to have a stupid face 
like yours? 

Clown—Certainly, my pretty man. Had 
I naturally a face like yours, the director 
would have paid me twice as much.—F’rom 
an old Italian almanac. 


More Than Neighborly 
Little girl—Please, Mrs. Murphy, muv- 
ver says if it’s fine to-morrer, will you go 
beggin’ with ’er?—Punch (London). 





‘*Excuse me, sir, but would you like to 
buy a nice little dawg?’’ 

‘No, thanks very much. 
though he would bite.’’ 

**’E won’t bite yer if yer buy ’im 
guv’ner.’’—Punch (London). 


He looks as 











“Ach, ten ne! Ten mi moc pékne slusi a j4 se chei 
dat prave s muzem rozvést. 

“To nevadi, jen si ho racte vzit. 
takovy tcet, ze k rozvouu jiste dojde.” 


‘Oh, not that one! It suits me per- 
fectly, but I am just going to apply fora 
divorce from my husband.”’ 

‘“‘That is of no importance. Take it, 
anyway, and we’ll send such a bill that 
the divorce will surely come.’’—Humor- 
isticke Listy (Prague). 
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My posleme 
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Innocence 


“Mama, warum brechen | denn alle Orgelminner 
einen Arm oder einen Fuss ?" 


‘‘Why is it, mamma, that all organ- 
grinders break an arm or a foot?”’— 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 
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From a Sinner’s Diary 


[F TIME seems long, do something be- 
sides wait. 

A doctor always has a front seat at the 
play “Misery,” don’t he? 

[ know a man who can afford a nickel’s 
worth when it doesn’t cost him anything. 

Don’t let the solemn-looking old yeast 
fool you when you lift the cover and look 
in the crock. It may run all over the 
kitchen before morning. 

If you set brother shoveling paths in 
the snow, he sticks the shovel in a bank 
and wallers back and forth. He says he’s 
more used to handling his feet. 

Last night I played for a dance. I 
wore my dun-colored marseillaise trimmed 
with pale pink Union Pacific semaphores. 
Just as everybody had promenaded to 
their bases and stood quietly getting their 
breath for the next inning, a boy began 
to fall down. Pretty soon he made it— 
o-spat! After he’d been properly ap- 
plauded and it was quiet again, the floor 
manager said to him, ‘‘ Wait for the call !’’ 
and the noise began all over. 

There’s a woman comes to the dances 
who makes me feel that I’d like to so live 
that I’d be a blessing, as she is, to every- 
body I happen to alemand left with in the 
yuadrille of Life. If there’s a certain 
vibration that would collapse the Flatiron 
Building and Brooklyn Bridge, there must 
be one that would make her like me; but 
[ have not been able to find it, seemingly. 
My way of lariating and dragging break- 
neck into the chaparral she does not ap- 
prove. I want to set her jingling with 
admiration, just as J can take the plain 
id D chord and set it to a triple move- 
ment on the banjo—which is the only 
keyboard I know—and she being a Stradi- 
varius, I seem unable to pizzicato the 
east little harmony. 

How proud I’d be, had I any laurels, if 
she’d even walk on ’em! 

I wish I had a stove that would hold 
the color a bright blue dress makes me 
look ! 

I’ve got a new beloved. For which the 
old ones are truly grateful. They’re 
getting a much needed rest. I know it 
has been tough on them, but it has made 
me what I am. 

If you are inclined to feel murderous, 
open the window. It may be only lack 
of air. —Lynette Freemire. 


Agreed for Once 


Mr. Gnaggs—I want you to understand, 
Mrs. Gnaggs, that I am no fool. 

Mrs. Gnaggs—For once I agree with 
you. A fool and his money are soon 
parted, and I have never been able to get 
adollar out of you. 


Misunderstood 


She sighed in such a plaintive way, 
I pitied her, I vow, 

And sought to kiss her grief away. 
She is the plaintiff now! 


Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are 
Siting and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
i stamps. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADV.) 


EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


Plain End or Cork Tip 


“The Utmost in 
Cigarettes 2 


HAPPY ONCE MORE 


**T felt blue and discouraged,’’ said Jimson, 
**And life and its work were a drudge, 

L spend hundreds of dollars on tonics 
But was cured with four doses of JUDGE.”’ 
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CHARTREUSE 


SUPERB LIQUEUR 
OF THE AGES 


UNVARYING IN CHARACTER 


UNSURPASSED 
IN EXCELLENCE 


THE MONKS’ FAMOUS CORDIAL 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés 


BATJER & CO. 
45 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
Sole Agents for United States. 


queut Fane 
LA Go S oegATR 


o f 














N 





Lres.ie 
Juper coN 























“The village swells passed us up as though we had measles in the family.” 


quoted by more than 200 publications. If you sit 


in ‘the driver’s seat’’ or merely plod along beside oy a 
the wagon; whether you are a success or think ? 
yourself a failure, you will find this book full of Self-Made 


X\ hope, help and the right kind of inspiration. 
‘N a1 

Failure 

by 


MAURICE 


The “LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE FAILURE” 


ran serially for ten weeks in Leslie’s and were 


If you believe that it is more important to 
know why ten thousand fail rather than 
why one man succeeds, read this book. 
The LETTERS are _ written in 
epigrammatic style with a touch 
irresistible humor and 
they impart a system of quaint philosophy that will 
appeal to everyone, sex or station. 


™, Price $1.00 


Leslie-Judge Company 
X\ 225 Fifth Avenue 


225 Fifth 
Avenue \ 
New York 
Enclosed find $1 > 
Send me copy of ot 
“Letters of a Self 

Made Failure.” 


SWITZER 


regardless of age, 


Handsomely bound in cloth; 180 pages with 
14 splendid illustrations by Frank Godwin. 


Name 


sedapemecseseseenesecncaseseesenees . 
New York 
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“Ty” Cobb 


Star Batter 
Detroit ‘‘Tigers’’ 





S G) 


HE OTHER day F. C. Navin, presi- 
dent of the Detroit American League 
club, after a shave, turned his nails over 
to the tender mercies of the shop’s new 
manicure, a typically blond and fluffy 
wielder of the orange stick. 

Taking the hand of the magnate, she 
began operations and conversation at the 
same time. After dwelling feelingly on 
the warm weather and taking a few long 
shots at war and politics, she inquired, 
‘*Where do you live?’’ 

**Right here in Detroit,’’ replied Navin. 

‘Oh, how splendid! Do you owns 
store?’’ 

**No; I’m in the baseball business.” 

‘‘Is that so? Why, you don’t look at 
all like my idea of a ball player! Are 
you a professional ?’’ 

“Yes; I’m connected with the Tigers.” 

“‘Oh!’’ in convulsive ecstasy. ‘‘What 
a privilege! Then you can speak to Mr. 
Cobb every day if you want to!”’ 

Navin admitted frankly that he could. 

Ty also can tell a good story, and some 
Detroit fans credit him with remarking, 
when he heard that Joe Jackson, of the 
Naps, had rejected a $65,000 contract to 
join the Federal League, ‘‘ Well, the fault 
lies with the ‘outlaws.’ If they’d only 
shown Joe that much money in quarters 
and worded the contract in words of one 
syllable, he’d have swum up Niagara 
Falls to get the coin.”’ 

Ty also tells this story about a game 
between the teams representing Memphis 
and Nashville in the Southern League. 
The score stood 5 to4, in favor of Nash- 
ville, when a row occurred, and the um- 
pire awarded the contest to Memphis by 
the customary 9 to 0 score. On the way 
home from the grounds two negroes were 
discussing the affair. 

‘‘But if Nashville had five runs,” e 
claimed one, ‘‘how could the scoah be 
nine to nothin’?’’ 

‘“‘Dat’s easy,’’ replied 
‘*Whar’s yo’ ’rithmetic? 
phis have foah runs?’’ 

“rees.”* 

‘Well, den, don’t foah an’ five make 
nine?’’ 


Didn’t Men- 


the other. | 
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Stories ‘With Smiles 


More in His Flock—There was a certain 
bishop who had a pleasant habit of chat- 
ting with anybody he might meet during 
his country walks. One day he came 
across a lad who was looking after some 
pigs by the roadside, and the bishop 
paused to ask him what he was doing, 
that being his usual opening to conversa- 
tion. 

“Moindin’ swoine,’’ the 
stolidly. 

The bishop nodded his head thoughtfully. 

“Ah, is that so?’’ hec6mmented. ‘‘And 
how much do you earn a week?”’ 

“Two shillin’s,’’ was the reply. 

“Only two shillings?’’ remarked the 
bishop. Then he continued pleasantly, 
“J, too, am a shepherd, but I get more 
than two shillings.’’ 

The lad looked at him suspiciously for 
aminute; then he said slowly, 

“Mebbe you gets more swoine nor me 
to moind.’’—Philadelphia Ledger. 


lad replied 


Too Particular —- Howard Elliott, the 
head of the New Haven lines, was talking 
in New York about railroad punctuality. 

“Our trains are far more punctual than 
they used to be,’’ he said. ‘‘Did you ever 
hear about the Western train that tied up 
for the night on account of a storm? 

“A drummer on this train—this hap- 
pened years ago—said pleasantly to the 
conductor, 

“*We’re going to be late, friend.’ 

No,’ said the conductor, in surly 
tones; ‘no, we ain’t going to be late, 
neither.’ 

“*But,’ said the drummer, ‘I thought 
we were going to tie up here for the 
night !’ 

“*So we are,’ the conductor sneered. 
‘So we are; but that isn’t going to make 
us late. We don’t run so close to time as 
all that.’’’— Washington Star. 


, 


Motive Mistaken—Francis Ouimet, at a 
luncheon in Paris, began a toast on golf 
with a golf story. 

“A half-dozen golfers,’’ he said, ‘‘were 
returning in the smoker from a victorious 
match, and in their jubilation a small sil- 
ver pocket flask was being passed from 
hand to hand. 

“A clergyman, as the flask went by 
him, said, 

““Do you know, gentlemen, I have 
e-4 tasted a drop of whiskey in all my 
ife? 

“* Well,’ said one of the golfers, mis- 
taking the motive of the clergyman’s re- 
mark, “well, ye ain’t goin’ to begin now, 
neither.’ ’’—Detroit Free Press. 


In Plain View— Ebenezer Holcombe had 
a twelve-hundred-pound hog, which he had 
exhibited in a tent at the fairs for three 
years, charging ten cents admission. One 
day a traveling man, who was passing 
through the town in which Mr. Holcombe 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 


~~ “Ite purity has made it famous.” 
the case of six glass stoppered bottles. [aDvT.] 






Every 
Brewer 
Knows the 





He knows that when he puts his beer in light glass 
bottles and placards the case—“ Keep this coveron 
to protect the beer from light” that he is deliber- 
ately throwing on you—the responsibility of 
keeping it pure. 

Why should you take the risk? 

Beer is saccharine. 

The slightest taint of impurity ruinsitshealthfulness. 
Schlitz is made pure and the Brown Bottle keeps it 
pure from the brewery to your glass. 


See that Crown is branded “Schlitz” 
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Order a Case 
Today 


The Beer ... 
That Made Milwaukee Famou 


Preserve Your Copies of Judge 


Send for one of these handsome binders which hold from one 
to fifty-two copies of JUDGE. Keep your back numbers in 
one of these three-quarter leather covers on your library table 
and have a growing volume of illustrated wit and humor that 
will never grow old and will delight and amuse every member 
of the family the year around. 


















Judge 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 


Price $1.50 
Postpaid 
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Here are the most 
popular members of the 


Club Cocktail 


family— 


Martini x Manhattan 
Dry Martini Dry Manhattan 
Brut Martini Bronx 


Tom Gin 


Vermouth 


Dubonnet 
Whiskey 


Of finest materials mixed to 
measure by experts and the: ni 
aged in wood, each variety is 
preeminent in its class. 

Club Cocktails are noted for their high qua! 
and remarkable delicacy of flavor. You will 
surely be right in serving them to your friends. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the Famous Brand’s A-1 Sauce 
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EARN $1000 TO $5000 A YEAR 


«1 can learn to be a salesman in eight weeke by 

= dbo carving while ye su learn No forme 
perience required Write today for particulars tie t 
o He hundreds of good openings and testimonials from 
hundreds of our students who are earnirg $100 to 
$500 a month jreas nearest office. Dept a-121 

Nationa! Salesmen’s Training Association 
Kansas City San Francisco 


Chicago New York 





HOTEL ABERDEEN 


32d St., Between Sth Ave. 
and Broadway 


NEW YORK CITY 


Location unsurpassed; three minutes 
from Pennsylvania Station and very close 
to all high class department stores and 
theatres, 


A MAGNIFICENT 
FIREPROOF 
COMMERCIAL HOTEL 


giving the highest class accommodations 
at the most moderate rates. 

This hotel has every known 
ment and has no equal for its service and 
attention. 


improve- 


Every Room with Private Bath 
$1.50 Per Day and $2.00. 


Special Rates by Week, Month 


or Season. 

















lived, called at the house and asked if he 
might see the hog, of which he had heard 
so much. Ebenezer proudly led the way 
to the hog house, but at the door he 
turned. ‘*Cost you ten cents,’’ he drawled. 
The visitor took a dime from his pocket, 
passed it to the farmer and turned back. 
‘*Why, you ain't seen the prize hog!”’ 
called Ebenezer. 
» ‘‘Yes, | have,’’ retorted the traveling 
man. ‘I’ve seen nim,’ and continued 
his walk back to the country store.— The 


Argonaut. 


Rather Too Literal—One day a man who 
was interested in social work went into 
the tenement district, and wishing to see 
a certain man, but having only a general 
idea as to where he lived, approached a 
smal!! boy for information. 

‘*My boy,’’ he remarked in a kind and 
gentle tone to the youngster, ‘‘can you 
show me where Mr. Schmidtowitz lives?’’ 

‘Yes, sir,’’ was the quick reply of the 
boy, scenting a nickel tip. ‘‘Come right 
with me, sir.”’ 


With this the boy entered an adjacent 
doorway and started to climb the difficult 
stair. Up four flights he went, the visitor 
breathlessly following, and finally paused 
at an open door. 

**This is the fioor, sir,’’ 
wistfully looking for the 
Se hmidtow itz lives in there 

**Looks as if we had stac ked up against 
hard luck,’’ remarked the visitor, peering 
into the room. ‘‘Mr. Schmidtowitz does 
not appear to be here.’’ 

**No, sir,’’ was the startling rejoinder 
of the boy. ‘*‘That was him settin’ down 
on the front doorstep where we came in.”’ 
World. 


said the boy, 
“* Mr. 


coin, 


—Christian Endeavor 
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Father—Did you mail that letter? It 
was most important, you know. 
-Yes; and I saved the two cents 
you gave me for the stamp. I just slip- 
ped it in the mailbox when no one was 
looking. 


Son- 




















AME S H.uH ARE. known throughout the 
world as the greatest of war photographers, 
sailed Thursday, Aug. 20th, for England, to 
cover the continental war for LESLIE'S, 
Mr. Hare 
| rapher before he went to 
American war, but it was during that period 
that he made himself famous. Since then he 


was an expert news photog- 


cover the Spanish- 


has photographed every war that has oe- 
curred, notably the Russo-Japanese, Balkan 
and Mexican conflicts. 

LESLIE'S will publish his pictures ex 
clusively in the United States. 


pictorial war service of the London Daily and 
Weekly Graphic. This service includes the 


} 
| LESLIE'S has also arranged for the entire 
work of the Graphic’s staff of war artists, 


6 9 
Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


All newsstands, 10c. 











LA FOLLETTE’S 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly interest 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons interested in the progressive cause. 


La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 





———$——— 


9 Press Cutting Bureau 

E will send you al! newspaper clippings 

which may ap;ear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 

to date.” Every newspaper and periouicai of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms. 

$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 





ROMEIKE, 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 





Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
| Branch Warehouses : 
20 Beekman Street, New York. and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, xd 


PE R MADE TO ORDER 


ALL KINDS OF PA 


|RARODA DIAMONDS 
Flash F me the Genuine~ at 1-50 the Cost 

OLID GOLD MOUNTINGS 

| Stand ac oid test and expert examinstion See 
them first. then pay. Cataloe FREF Patent . 
Ring Gange included for 5 two-cent stamps. 
The Raroda Co., nae P 16, 1460 Leland Ave., Uhicago 


WANTED —AN IDEA! WHO GAN THINK OF yf Se 


simple thing to patent ? Protect your ideas, thes ms Pas ~ . 
you wealth. Write for “ Needed Inventions” and Ho 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randoiph & 
Patent Attorneys. Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 
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Passing the Mustard 


On the Farm——‘‘ What do you want with 
all those hammocks and phonograph rec- 
ords and fancy groceries?’’ asked the 
storekeeper. ‘‘Going to have summer 
boarders?”’ 

“No,” replied Farmer Corntossel. ‘‘I 
wouldn’t waste all them on summer board- 
ers. I’m tryin’ to make the place attract- 
ive enough to persuade a few farmhands 
to linger around an’ help me out with the 
wheat crop.’’—Kansas City Journal. 


A Subterfuge —‘‘No,’’ said the old gen- 
tleman sternly, ‘‘I will not doit. Never 
have I sold anything by false representa- 
tions, and I will not begin now. It is an 
inferior grade of shoe, and I will never 
pass it off as anything better. Mark it 
‘A Shoe Fit for a Queen’ and put jit in 
the window. A queen does not have to 
do much walking.’’—New York Globe. 


How He Would Regard It— Yankee—If 
some one were so ill-advised as to call 
you a liar, colonel, in what light would 
you regard the act? 

Kentucky colonel—I would regard it 
simply as a form of suicide, sah.—Dallas 


News. 


Next!—‘‘I’d like to rent your hall, 
please.’’ 

“What for?’’ 

“Well, you see, we're organizing a fra- 
ternal society called the Sons of Moving 
Picture Veterans of the Mexican War.’’ 
-—Musical Courier. 


Why She Was Noisvy—‘‘ Your daughter 
plays some very robust pieces.’’ 

“She’s got a beau in the parlor,’’ 
growled Pa Wombat, ‘‘and that loud 
music is to drown the sound of her mother 
washing the dishes.’’—Pittsburgh Post. 


He Promised, but—‘‘ You must promise 
me one thing before I will consent to 
marry you.’’ 

“Anything!’’ 

“You must spend as many evenings 
with me after we are married as you do 
now.’’—Houston Post. 





Close Quarters 
—Yale Record. 
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RYE 


RIPE 
RICH 
MELLOW 


Sold at all first- 
class cafés and 

by jobvers. 
WM. LANAHAN &SON, 
Bal.imore, Md. 

















HOTEL EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 


q A Step from Broadway. 

q Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.00; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only 
by the best? 


EUROPEAN PLAN 











E. W. WARFIELD, - - Manager 
RETA vinows 









Stand acid and fire diamond test, 
So hard they oo scratch a file and 
will cut glass. rilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Movumted in 14k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stad for 
zamination—all charges prepaid. No money in advance, 

oney refunded If not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


HITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., Indi 























Can You Draw? 


Develop your latent talent 
as others have done under 
the expert guidance of men 
of international reputation. 
Some of America’s most 
noted illustrators will give 
their personal attention to 


your work. 


Because the system is so 
comprehensive and pains- 
taking, limited 
number of students will be 
taken. If interested write 
immediately for particulars. 


only a 


Studio of Pictorial Art, 
Inc. 


172 Fifth Avenue New York City 
Established 1903 








































Why POSTUM 
Instead of Coffee 








Better Nerves Better Digestion 
Less Biliousness Less Headache 


Sound Sleep Clear Brain 
Steady Heart Action 






If you are a coffee drinker, and find discomfort or symptoms of disease 


are “on your trail,” it would be a good idea to think of the drug, cafleine, 





about 2+ grains of which is taken with every cup of coffee. 


The pure food-drink, POSTUM, made only of wheat and a bit 


of molasses, has a rich, Java-like flavour, but is absolutely free from the 





coffee drug, caffeine, or any other harmful ingredient. 





y , 
| ostum now comes in two forms: 






Regular Postum — must be boiled. 
Instant Postum a soluble powder. 








with 






A teaspoonful of the powder stirred in a cup of hot water 


cream and sugar makes instantly a de lightful beverage. 





A great army of former coffee drinkers now use POSTUM. 


“‘ There’s a Reason’”’ 





















































































P| 





